gathered in Budapest to demonstrate for political reform. They rallied for Imre Nagy, their chosen political leader, but when he failed to deliver the desired speech, the crowd eventually dispersed. The fateful shooting that triggered the ensuing violence had already occurred outside the radio building. My father chose neither to go to the radio, nor to the Stalin statue, which was then being pulled down. Instead, he joined a group of youths anxious to have the students' demands printed. He spent the night with these strangers in a basement printery.
The printers discovered all sorts of 'technical problems' that prevented them from printing up the demands. At dawn, my father left Buda, crossed the Danube and arrived at his room in downtown Pest. His immediate instinct was to reach for his camera. He went out on to Andrassy Avenue and took his first photograph-a Soviet armoured personnel carrier running along the street; in the background one of the city's oldest pharmacies and a few people huddled in a doorway.
For the next eleven days he wandered the streets of Budapest, his camera hidden behind his overcoat or under the sandwiches in his satchel. Officially, the uprising continued until November 4, when several thousand Soviet tanks crossed the borders into Hungary.
Stationed on almost every street corner, they shot at the first sign of human movement.
This effectively put an end to my father's picture taking. In all, he had made 145 exposures. He took the films with him on his escape to Austria in December 1956, where they were subsequently developed and printed. My parents were not the type to tell stories or reminisce about the past. They never explained these pictures, so I was unsure of the exact significance of such details. I knew that the photographs depicted the uprising-the 'revolution,' as the Hungarian émigrés called it-but I could not identify anything beyond 'October 1956 .' Yet I recognised in Photographs taken by professional photojournalists play a large part in creating and maintaining memories of historical events. Underwritten by the authority of the media, 2 There were political reasons for his safe framing as well. He was aware that if the films were to be found by the AVO, the people in the pictures could be identified. Thus, he maintained a distance and also usually asked those in the foreground of the shot to turn around. His fears were realistic-in the aftermath of the uprising, many people were executed or imprisoned after being identified from photographs.
such images make a strong claim to truth. In the discourses of war photography, we rarely consider images by the unknown, fumbling amateur-the local citizen-for whom possibly much more than his own physical safety is at stake.
But vernacular photographs can tell very different stories. There is something more adhoc, more subtle, in the way amateur photographs depict historical events. My father does not organise his pictures in the manner of the professional photographer, but I see the value of his work precisely in the way that it bypasses such technical and conceptual skills. As a result, his photographs pick up details that would have been deemed either too un-noteworthy or too unpalatable to be put into public circulation. This allows a more complex message about the nature of war to slip through.
In the following discussion, I will focus on three of my father's recurring motifs, all of which work to subvert the standard etiquette of war photography. These are the dead body, the gazing crowd, and (the non-motif of) non-heroism.
I have encountered multiple forms of representation of 1956-stage plays that were put on by the Hungarian community in Melbourne, photographs, posters, collections of photography such as Cry Hungary (Gadney 1986 ). Repeatedly, the message is that the revolution was heroic and tragic. Growing up in Melbourne, I had always felt instinctively ambivalent about all these depictions of the Hungarian heroes. Surely those Hungarian émigrés that formed my parents' social circle could not have all been heroes.
The urge to represent heroism can sometimes be so strong as to over-ride the 'truth' of photo-journalism. In a provocative analysis of Robert Capa's Death of a Republican Soldier, Caroline Brothers (1997) argues that this photograph, rather than capturing the soldier at the moment he fell, was in fact a fake. Looking at this photograph with the critical eye that I have gained, I have no doubt that it was staged. death in war was heroic, and tragic, and that the individual counted and that his death mattered ' (1997, 183) . This is what most of us, including the Hungarians, would like to believe about death in war.
My father's photographs whisper something different. They show me that caution, passivity, the mundane and the everyday play a very large part in war and revolution. My first inklings of this came with making work prints of his negatives. These revealed details that had not been visible on the proof sheets. I noticed the caution of his framing. I also started to see into the crowds, and instead of heroic freedom fighters I found ordinary people wandering the streets, standing around, or peering out of apartment windows. By and large they are onlookers, not participants. Some even appear disinterested in the extra-ordinary events going on around them. In one photograph, a statue of a Red Army soldier is being hammered to pieces. While the noise must have been deafening, a man and a woman chat away amicably in the background. In another shot, a man pushes his bicycle across a bridge as two Soviet tanks rush by. Perhaps he was more concerned about being able to eat dinner that night, than the presence of the tanks. John MacCormac, writing for the New York Times about the uprising, called such scenes 'a touch of unreality', indicative of the extent to which professional images appearing in the media shape our sense of the reality of war (Gadney 1986, 58) .
While my father took two or three photographs of men engaged in gestures that could be interpreted as heroic, what strikes me about his work is its lack of a constructed emotional appeal. Indeed, the physical distance of his framing is paralleled by an emotional distance in his gaze. 4 His photographs appear cool, almost matter-of-fact.
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This is also true of his portraits of the dead. In contrast to his street scenes, my father tended to photograph the dead from close range.
In 
………………………………
The printed image excites a double desire in history: on the one hand, for the careful sifting and assembling of detailed and objective records; and, on the other, for the restoration of history as 'lived reality' (Tagg 1995, 290) . Looking at my father's photographs always prompts the question: 'What was it like-to be there, to experience that?' But the sheets of silver-gelatin before me yield little. I ask my father the same question, and he answers in a few terse words that fail to communicate the depth and intensity I desire.
My desire for a 'lived reality,' for an experiential history, prompted me to visit Budapest with my father in 2000, in order for us to retrace his steps. While it was impossible to go back in time, I could at least go back in space, and walk the same streets.
I found myself becoming obsessed with the minutia of noting exact addresses for buildings and becoming concerned with the exact position from which he took the pictures. I wanted to 'see' the photographs in the same way, so as to 'see' history in the same way. I remember the first time I stood in the precise location he had stood in fortyfour years ago. Holding the print (my overriding reality of Budapest, which I had gotten to know so intimately in the darkroom) in my hands-comparing it to the scene which now stood before me, I was overwhelmed by a feeling that the past was about to come breaking through the veneer of the present. It was this 'visual' experience that partly prompted me to present this work in a grid. The spaces between each image function like a mesh, through which the picture seems to want to melt and re-form itself before the viewer-a visual experience of the work that was particularly strong in the exhibition of this work in Between Ranke and the sublime. My hope that I could know what it was like to be in the historical event, by knowing his pictures as accurately as possible, failed. It was then that I came to understand the inadequacy of the Rankean will to access the truth of history through the document. For the past is ultimately unknowable, irretrievable through any medium. It has slipped by in the instant of the shutter. The sense of loss, the often inarticulate recognition that we can never return, is the 'lingering laceration' produced by the photograph (Shawcross 1997, 109 marked by disruption, dislocation and discontinuity; lacking a centre, inherently uncertain and inherently meaningless.
The traditional narrative is unable to express such a conception of the past, because requirements such as plot and narrative closure snuff out the sublime. Instead, new literary techniques such as splitting and fragmentation, and the avoidance of 'narrative omniscience over events' become necessary. (Burgoyne 1996, 114-15) This is particularly true post-Holocaust, because of the impasse in imagination and explanation we are brought to by this event. Thus, 'anti-narrative non-histories' offer the 'only prospect for adequate representations of the kind of "unnatural' events"-including the Holocaust-that mark our era and distinguish it absolutely from all the "history" that comes before it' (White 1996, 32) .
My gradual acceptance of such theoretical issues contributed to resolving many of the formal decisions that were part of the creation of this work. My father's images are fractured as they 'pass through' the grid, but the individual pieces are arranged so as to stimulate the human urge for continuity and unity. Depending on viewing distance, at first glance we may be deceived into seeing a complete picture. However, we soon realise that the pieces in each section do not come from one image that has been split up and spread out, but from separate images. A tension emerges between our recognition of the splintered fragments, and our now self-conscious desire to join the picture up into a comprehensible whole [see figure 5 ]. Such tension is expressive of our post-modern relationship with history and the narrative.
For while the contemporary world is clearly different to the modernist one, it is still suffused with modernist residue-the comfortable, familiar concepts in which we still wish to believe but which are no longer adequate. We long for wholeness, we long for explainability. Our minds know that this can never be the case, but our hearts persist in their longing.
The tension produced between the grid of 1956: desire and the unknowable and the images themselves, parallels our oscillation. The grid functions similarly to the traditional narrative in that it 'excludes the irrational, the non-causal, perceptual links that lie outside of what might be called the "agreeable." The grid provides a void-as-space in which form can exist in a way that is agreeable, measurable, common-sense-truth' (Loveday 1999 ).
Yet it strains to perform this function against the irrationalities, distortions and mysteries within the images. The prints are dark, often obscure. Traditional respect for tonal scale and shadow detail-the hallmarks of the modernist 'good print'-have been abandoned.
The question 'what are they looking at?' cannot be answered. It lies obscured in overly enlarged grains of silver and black lacunas that deny visuality. The work lacks a clear centre of interest. Distortions in scale and perspective disorient the viewer, as do the repetitions. This kind of story-telling becomes 'not an explanation, but an obsessive recounting, not a consistent description but a series of impressions, polarising coherence and cohesion ' (Clive 1999, 225-27) .
We are left with a relationship between photography and the historical event that is radically different to that of a documentary practice. My decision to re-photograph prints of my father's images, rather than working directly from his negatives, produces a grainy result which is clearly a copy, thereby acknowledging my essentially vicarious making himself look at the incredible thing that had just happened to his leg, screwed around about once at some point below his knee like a goofy scarecrow. He looked away and then back again, looking at it for a few seconds longer each time, then he settled in for about a minute, shaking his head and smiling, until his face became serious and he passed out. (1978, 33) I do not interpret looking at the body in this way as morbid or voyeuristic. To 'take in' death, to endeavour to know death in this way, is the same as the attempt to come to terms with the mystery of the human body in birth, or in the sexual act. It is here that I appreciate the coolness of my father's gaze the most. Because of the way he neither flinches at, nor sensationalises, nor moralises the scenes where crowds look at the dead, where they clearly want to look at the dead, I am able embrace this desire as a part of my humanness.
Nevertheless, it must be a difficult task to look at scenes where one human has caused another such damage. Even amongst those who had good reason to hate the AVO, there must have been some who looked away. The complexity involved in such acts of looking is discussed by Inga Clendinnen in Reading the Holocaust. She quotes Charlotte Delbo, writing about a woman being dragged to the gas chamber: 'Try to look. Just try and see' (1998, 63) . Why? Because to look at the dead on Budapest's streets or in the concentration camps, is not only to take in death, but also to take in history-to know, in the most unmediated manner, what man has done to man. There is a moral imperative in this act. For to make oneself witness, to retain that information in one's body and to hopefully one day pass it on, was to resist the ultimate horror of the camps: the deliberate destruction of all records of the destruction.
Visual representation of the body in war is a similarly fraught issue. While my father's photographs are discreet and respectful, they reveal rather than obscure physical mutilation. We must have access to images such as these, to an alternative to press photography of war. Because governments do send bodies into war and annihilate them, whilst denying this reality in representation. Meanwhile the glorification of heroism continues.
It is better to know.
The act of staying attentive to the past counts. Clendinnen places that duty of attention squarely on our shoulders, and not on those of the survivors of painful historical events.
Luckily for all of us, some did survive, and are willing to tell. The rest of us have the moral imperative to ask, to listen and to look. And I agree with Clendinnen's view that these acts should be as disciplined and as critical as possible (1998, 206) We should strive to know as accurately as possible, as much as possible, even while admitting that there will be inevitable absences and lacunas. It is this tension inherent in a post-modern historiographical position that I have intended to ride in my work.
As such knowledge is transferred to the next-generation body, the voice of the diaspora narrative that is accepting of the fracturing, the silences and omissions, the desire to comprehend sitting against the incomprehensibility. A voice that places that past in the now. Many of the themes raised in this paper will appear, as will references to our interviews, our relationship to each other through the event, my relationship with his images and with that history, his motivations, my desire to know him as he was then, my position as diaspora -precisely because of that event.
History's dead are gone. What remains of their actions once they are gone?
As Scott McQuire writes, 'The permanence or impermanence of any memory always depends on others, on the extent to which the living are prepared to assume responsibility for the lives of the dead ' (1998, 164) .
The dead. Not just my father, one day; but all of them.
